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EPITAPH ON SIR EDWARD SACKVILLE'S CHILD,
WHO DIED IN HIS BIRTH

READER, here lies a child that never cri'd,

And therefore never di'd;

'Twas neither old nor young,
Born to this and the other world in one:

Let us then cease to moan,                         5

Nothing that ever di'd hath liv'd so long.

KISSING

COME hither, womankind and all their worth,
Give me thy kisses as I call them forth.
Give me the billing kiss, that of the dove,

A kiss of love;
The melting kiss, a kiss that doth consume                5

To a perfume;
The extract kiss, of every sweet a part,

A kiss of art;
The kiss which ever stirs some new delight,

A kiss of might;                                 ro

The twaching smacking kiss, and when you cease,

A kiss of peace;
The music kiss, crotchet-and-quaver time;

The kiss of rhyme;
The kiss of eloquence, which doth belong                 15

Unto the tongue;
The kiss of all the sciences in one,

The kiss alone.
So, 'tis enough.

DITTY

IF you refuse me once, and think again

I will complain,

You are deceiv'd: love is no work of art,
It must be got and born,

Not made and worn,
Or such wherein you have no part.